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promise to marry that young woman. I promised her nothing. Nor
was I paying the rent on her apartment. I lent her one-month's rent,
and although I didn't expect die loan to be repaid there is quite a
difference. Phyllis was having a tough time supporting her daugh-
ter; they were newcomers to the West Coast and had no friends,
and I was sorry for them both. One afternoon the little girl came
by the office after school, and I bought an ice-cream cone for her.
The child was more grateful for the ice cream than my sons were
when I gave them the money for a plane ride.
I drove Phyllis and her daughter home that afternoon. On the
way she complimented me on my sales record. I was surprised
and pleased she had noticed. When I learned she was broke, a
chronic condition with her, it seemed natural to stop and lay in a
stock of groceries for her. It then seemed natural for me to stay
long enough to sample her cooking.
I quickly became aware I had made a mistake, that Phyllis was
a talented gimme-girl and a troublemaker to boot, but I didn't know
what to do about it. In the hope she would latch on to somebody
else, I introduced her around, and my strong hunch is she has al-
ready consoled herself. Phyllis is the type who is bound to light on
her feet. It's preposterous for Elise to let that girl worry her and up-
set our marriage.
I'm not a bad guy. In the main, I'm a pretty good guy. I wish
Elise would think about my virtues for awhile. I don't smoke. I'm
strictly a two-drink man and I would gladly stay on the wagon ex-
cept that in my business I can't afford to be a kill-joy. I support my
family comfortably. Elise has never had to work. She is now talk-
ing of returning to college and getting a teacher's certificate, which
is ridiculous. I'd prefer she didn't work. Anything in reason she and
the youngsters think they need I am able to provide. It's true that
we could use a larger house and some day well probably be moving
into one. If Elise doesn't get what she wants, it's her own fault. If
the money doesn't go for one thing it goes for another, I often tell
her. Sometimes I wonder whether she isn't extra thrifty in order to
point up my extravagance.